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reconcile him to thee. What can he clo to me, even though he
still hate and fear thee ?"

" I let thee go unwillingly," said Eckart; " for my soul fore-
bodes no good; and yet I would fain be reconciled to him, for he
is my old friend; and fain save thy brother, who is pining in the
dungeon beside him."

The sun threw his last mild rays on the green Earth : Eckart
sat pensively leaning back against a tree ; he looked long at Con-
rad, then said : " If thou wilt go, my little boy, go now, before
the night grow altogether dark. The windows in the Duke's
Castle are already glittering with lights, and I hear afar off the
sound of trumpets from the feast; perhaps his son's bride may
have arrived, and his mind may be friendlier to us."

Unwillingly he let him go, for he no longer trusted to his
fortune : but Conrad's heart was light; for he thought it would
be an easy task to turn the mind of Burgundy, who had played
with him so kindly but a short while before. " Wilt thou come
back to me, my little boy?" sobbed Eckart: " if I lose thee, no
other of my race remains." The boy consoled him; flattered
him with caresses : at last they parted.

Conrad knocked at the gate of the Castle, and was let in; old
Eckart stayed without in the night alone. " Him too have I
lost," moaned he in his solitude; "I shall never see his face
again."

Whilst he so lamented, there came tottering towards him a
gray-haired man ; endeavouring to get down the rocks ; and seem-
ing, at every step, to fear that he should stumble into the abyss.
Seeing the old man's feebleness, Eckart held out his hand to Mm,
and helped him to descend in safety.

" Which way come ye ?" inquired Eckart.

The old man sat down, and began to weep, so that the tears
came running over his cheeks. Eckart tried to soothe him and
console him with reasonable words; but the sorrowful old man.
seemed not at all to heed these well-meant speeches, but to yield
himself the more immoderately to his sorrows.

" What grief can it be that lies so heavy on you as to over-
power you utterly?" said Eckart.

" Ah, my children !" moaned the old man.

Then Eckart thought of Conrad, Heinz and Dietrich, and was
himself altogether comfortless. " Yes," said he, "if your chil-
dren are dead, your misery in truth is very great."